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mother's orders. There was only one way to make rebellion
effective, and that was to run away. She went to the cup-
board where she kept a number of odds and ends, took out
Cicero's gift-box, peeped inside to make sure that all her
wealth (ten denars and a Syrian coin with a hole in it) was
still secreted there, and then with a grimace at her back-
turned nurse walked out of the house by the side-gate.

She walked about for half an hour, going round more or
less in a circle, and then concluded that she had walked at
least ten or twenty miles. That was sufficient. The next
thing was to find lodgings. She made inquiries at a baker's
shop and was suspiciously directed to a block opposite; and
there the caretaker, unable to place her well-fed airs and
finely woven dress, grudgingly rented her a small back room
on the second floor. In the next room was a woman with
five children, and the partition was only boarding as thick as
Clodia's sandal-soles. Her own room possessed, besides cob-
webs and dust, a rickety bed, a shelf, a box, and a cracked
bedside utensil. It smelt of decaying fried fish, garlic, and
cheese; and had no window. She could get all the light she
wanted, the caretaker pointed out, by burning candles or by
leaving the door open.

Glodia spent another half-hour plugging the rat-holes
with pieces of cloth torn from the bed-coverlet, and eventu-
ally found more holes. Otherwise she liked the room very
much, particularly after she discovered a hole through which
she could spy on the family next door. Then she put her dress
on inside out to hide the embroidery at which the care-
taker had stared; and as the cloth still looked too rich, she
rubbed some dust on it, sneezed, sat on the bed, and began
to cry.

After that she felt hungry, and went out to find some food,
unaware that her cheeks bore dusty tear-smears. She bought
a sausage and ate it in the street, surrounded by small children
who told her that she ,was a greedy pig. Then she realised
that she had no money left, having been cheated out of her
change by the sausage-merchant and having left the Syrian
under the pillow in her room to make the bed more
*. So she knew she'd have to earn some more money,
decided how.